BY LORRY
had under instruction, of the beautiful souls they had found
amongst them. They certainly had no fear of the Com-
munists.
We also went to see General Yang Pu-fei. Dry, small, ner-
vous, dressed in plain grey clothes, he was in command of the
Sixty-first Division, formerly a unit of the Nineteenth Army,
which had made itself famous during the events at Shanghai.
Thanks to the Nanking government his soldiers were paid,
shod and armed—as soldiers are not always in China.
He asked us pleasantly if we would drink tea with him in
his bedroom at the barracks. The room was clean and very
plainly furnished. In answer to our questions he said he felt
he was in a very strong position as against the Communists
and that we need have no fears about continuing our journey
to Lanchow.
Lanchow at Last,
Our new lorry went well, but for human muscles what a
journey! We were twenty, clinging on, on top of our luggage,
holding on, against the pushing of our fellow-travellers, with
our hands and with our heels, while they, tortured and
cramped, saved themselves from slipping off as best they
could.
The place beside the driver was not free and, the more
easily to climb up at the back and hold on there, I had put
on men's clothes. It was cold. Snow had just fallen and we
had chains on the wheels. Climbing the Liu Pan Shan from
one steep bend to another, a Chinaman next to Peter got
sick; and there Peter had to sit, his elbow raised in self-
protection! But a little thing like that could not stop Snug,
unweariedly the cicerone, from discoursing to him about
everything we saw, the little forts set up against brigands,
a surveyor and his assistants measuring the road, naked
children playing in the frost and snow outside a hovel, dead
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